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A White Carnation
Joe Dutton
~~GOOd morning, Miss Welch. Good morning, Miss Porter.
You look particularly lovely this morning, Miss Bates."
Miss Bates knew that she did not, but she smiled,
thanked the middle-aged little man, and returned to manicur-
ing her fingernails. The smile somehow reminded Mr. Fletch-
er that Christmas was near and that he would have to order can-
dy for the girls in the office. Last year he had given them silk
stockings, but some of the men had teased him about the
gifts. After careful thought, he had decided that candy would
be more appropriate this year.
The brisk pitapat of his footsteps sounded through the
o~fice as he hurried about, opening the window 'ever so
shghtly and depositing his black, velvet-collared overcoat,
his black umbrella, and his gray homburg on the wooden
hatstand. He returned to his own desk and unwrapped a
cone-shaped package of green tissue paper which he had
placed there, As part of a daily procedure, he took the fresh
white carnation out of the package, Without smelling the
flower, an act which might make him seem effeminate, he
pushed it into the buttonhole of his lapel. Miss Bates grinned
slyly as she watched him brush some some specks of lint from
his coat and run two of his immaculate fingers across his neat,
little gray mustache. .
After crushing the tissue paper into a ball and dropping
it into the wastebasket, Mr. Fletcher spread the morning'
paper open across his desk and squinted at the headlines.
Newspaper stories depressed him, but they had become such
a customary part of his life that he never thought of neglect-
ing' them for one morning.
"Good morning, Bob," he said, when a thin young man
reached the desk next to his. "Well, I suppose congratulations
are in order this morning?"
The pale young man winced at Mr. Fletcher's smile.
"No, I'm afraid not, sir." Trying to show that he was eager
to end the conversation, he turned away from the older ma11:s
gaze and began to thumb through the stacks of paper on hIS
desk. ,
"What? You mean you let her refuse you?" Fletcher
would not be put off. He insisted on hearing all the unpleas-
ant details.
"'Let' is hardly the word for it, Mr. Fletcher," he an-
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swered sharply. The older man's prying questions were annoy-
ing. In the four days since Bob Mills had started work at the
of~ice, Mr. Fletcher had managed to di~cover a great many
t~111gSabout the young man. On the. first day, the precise
little man had calculated that Bob was 111 love. On the second
Bob had proudly displayed the ring that he intended to giv~
his girl. And today, Mr. Fletcher knew the outcome of the
planned engagement.
The middle-aged man rose from his desk and put his hand
on Bob's shoulder in a confidential, paternal manner. "Now
listen, son," he said. "Don't let this thing get you down. It's
not that important. Remember that women are just like street-
cars. If you miss one, there will be another coming alonsr in
five minutes. And the nice thing about it is that the next "'one
is usually prettier than the one before. Why do you think
I've stayed a bachelor all these years?" 1\111'.Fletcher chuckled
heartily at his own witticism, paying no attention to his young
friend's reaction to the tactless cons'olation. "Why, I remem-
ber the only time I ever proposed - of course, when I was
your age, I had more girls than I had time for anyway -
but this girl _ Betsy her name was - was something' special.
She had the 1110st beautiful blue eyes I've ever seen." A far-
away, sentimental expression came across his face as he re-
lived the love affair. "Well, I asked her to marry me and she
refused. For days I was broken~.hearted. Later, of course, I
knew she was really crazy about me. She was just trying to
play hard to get. It'6 a woman's favorite trick, son. Everyone
of them tries It at least once. So I thought I would teach
Betsy a lesson. I left her house one night and never went
back." He cleared his throat with immense satisfaction. "A
few years afterwards," he continued, "Betsy married a banker,
an old friend of mine, but from what her friends tell me,
I guess she has never been really happy with him."
Tihe seriousness 0-[ the older man's face checked Bob's
imminent grin. He had not known "old Fletch," as the men
in the office called him, long enough to be bored or irritated
by his endless accounts of romantic conquests, stories of how
women were naturally charmed by him and of how he had
used various methods of his own to make himself even more
desirable. As yet, the young man was only amused by the
aging Lothario who insisted on delving into anel solving the
romantic and marital difficulties of his male co-workers. Bob
still smiled gently when Fletcher, fancying himself a great
man of the world, ogled anel flattered bespectacled and freck-
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led Miss Welch and skinny, old Miss Potter and the new girl,
P'eggy Clark, and Miss Bates, who deserved the attention
perhaps, but who thought him somewhat quaint.
"Ignore this girl of yours for awhile," Fletcher went on.
"Take out someone else for a change. How about Miss Bates ?'"
Bob laughed. "She is at least five years older than I am."
"What difference does that make? Some of the best times of
my life have been spent with older women. They're sophisti-
cated and experienced. You don't have to be shy around a
woman "vho',s a few years older than you, boy. Or what about
Peggy Clark? She's young."
Mr. Flekher saw the sneer on the young man's face and
could not understand it. He rather liked the girl's vivcl red
hair, so skillfully dyed that only the sharp eyes of another
woman could detect the dark roots, and the tight skirts and
even tig'hter sweaters that she wore. He could not at all un-
derstand a normal young man not beinsr attracted to the ob-• b b
VIOll'S charms of Peggy Clark.
He was about to make another suggestion when his
thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the nine o'clock
bell. Old Mr. Winslow had already put on his green eye-shade
and was pretending to read the reports on his desk. Steven-
son's bald head was bent over a drawer in the olive-colored
file cabinet. The other men were busy at typewr-iters, upon
which they pounded fiercely, or were scrawling across lengthy
go:vermnent forms, flipping over the pages with a loud rustling
norse, expressing their contempt and exasperation. Everyol':e
was accounted for, everyone except Peggy Clark who was 111
the habit of appearing fifteen or twenty minutes late in a breeze
of strong-smelling perfume. Fletcher, although reluctant to
postpone the solution of Bob's problems until the lunch hour,
hastened back to his desk, while Bob, in a happier state of
mind than he had believed possible, smiled after him.
The morning passed as it ordinarily did, accented only
hy the nine-thirty arrival of Peg Clark, the click of type
writer keys, the sound of paper -being crumpled and thrown
away, and the asthmatic wheezes of Ned Baker. At eleven
o'clock, a group, consisting' of all the men in the office except
Boh, Fletcher, and old Mr. Winslow, formecl around Peggy's
desk. Their whispers were broken now and. then by the sound
of suggestive masculine laughter and Peg's soft giggles. Al-
though she had worked in the office for only about three
weeks, the girl was already famous for the risque little stories
she told him and for the disarming way she used her eyes in
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telling them. Undoubtedly, Bob decided, this was the reason
for the conference and for the scornful expression on Miss
Bates' face as she passed on her way to the pencil sharpener.
Bob slipped away from Mr. Fletcher during' the lunch
hour. He did not particularly relish the idea of hearing the
older man expound his theories on the feminine heart or the
prolonged accounts of his youthful escapades. For the time
being, Bob preferred to suffer his rejection alone and in si-
lence. The cheerful attitude he had maintained during the
morning had gradually slipped away and given place to more
melancholy thoughts. He had not yet reached the point of
realizing that embarrassment more than disappointment was
the cause of his unhappiness.
When he returned from lunch, he found Peggy Clark
seated on the top of Mr. Fletcher's desk; the little man him-
self was beaming up at her in childish delight. Peggy's head
was tilted 0 at just the. right angle so that her long red hair
fell coquettishly over one of her brown eyes. The two were
wh.isper ing' confidentially, and old Fletch giggled happily
as Peg leaned over to straighten the white carnation on his
lapel. Neither of them seemed to notice the sly winks and
snickers which were being exchanged from desk to desk around
them. Nor were they aware of the indignant stare from Miss
Bates whose teeth were clenched tightly together and whose
face was scarlet. Peg was smoking a cigarette the little man
had lighted for her. With a long, red fingernail she picked
a bit of tobacco off her tongue and blew a large curl of
smoke into the air. She looked down and thought of
how stupid Fletcher's shiny black shoes with their point-
ed toes looked beside her own high-heeled green slippers
with straps encircling her slender ankles, but the smile on
her red lips betrayed none of her thoughts. When the one
o'clock bell rang, she lifted herself frorn the desk and, after
brushing one of her hands lightly across the back of Fletcher's
neck sauntered back to her own work.
Undisturbed by the looks which Peg threw over her
shoulder every now and then to Mr. Fletcher, Bob settled
clown to work again. Others in the room did not fail to
notice these subtle cues, however, and throughout the after-
noon knowing smiles and sarcastic whispers were hidden
behind cupped hands.
Shortly before quiting time, Bob rose and walked to the
window from which he could watch the miniature people
and automobiles hurrying along the street ten stories below.
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He had almost forgqtten his own worries in contemplation of
old Fletch and the redhead. Little Miss Potter walked up
to his side and tugged at his coat sleeve. "What's been caus-
ing all the disturbance back here today? Is it Peggy Clark ?"
Miss Potter had always found newcomers eager to divulge
office secrets which were kept from her ears.
Bob looked down into the woman's sharp blue eyes,
and remembering what had been whispered to him about Miss
Potter's influence with their employer, he decided to be as
non-committal as possible. "To tell you the truth," he an-
swered, "I haven't noticed anything today. I've had several re-
ports to finish."
Miss Potter's sneer informed the young man that he was
not a good liar. "VVell , mark my words," the harsh little
voice said, "that girl won't be in this office much longer. She's
a born trouble-maker. If I were her mother .... " The spin-
ster shook her head disapprovingly at the girl and clicked her
tongue loudly, obviously not knowing at all what she would
do if she were Peg Clark's mother. Her thin lips tightened
into a single straight line. She turned abruptly and in a very
business-like manner returned to her desk, her movements
followed l)y the eyes of everyone in the office.
Only a few minutes later, desks were being straightened,
windows closed, and overcoats put on. Bob smiled because
five o'clock always occasioned more activity than had been
evidenced in the office all day.
He had just pulled on his gloves and stepped out into
the cold night air when he was jabbed in the side by Ned
Baker's pudgy elbow. The fat man's face was beaming with
good humor. "Bob, this is too good to keep," he spluttered.
"I've got to tell someone before I burst," he chuckled. "Guess
what?" He hesitated, hoping the young man would venture
a guess. "vVe've arranged a date for old Fletch with Peg
Clark. Isn't that the tops?" He broke into a fit of laughter,
his face turning red and his eyes glistening with happy tears.
Bob glared at him angrily. "What the ... ? What was
the idea of doing' that 7 Fletch is harmless . . . he's . . . ."
His words trailed off as the fat man shrugged his shoulders
and, still giggling, walked away with_ Bob staring after him.
For a moment the young man considered trying to catch
up with Mr. Fletcher and warning him, but he hesitated.
"After all, what good would it do 7" he wondered. "What could
he say? 'Don't go with Peg Clark; she's too experienced for
you.' That would be ridiculous. Fletch is old enough to take
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care of himself," Bob decided. But he could not control the
sickness he felt in his stomach as he shoved his hands deep
into his warm pockets and walked away in the opposite
direction. He wondered why- he felt this way. If anyone else
had decided to go out with Peggy Clark, he would have been
only mildly amused, but the idea of Fletcher, whom Bob
suddenly realized was painfully naive, with the slim red-
head was almost repulsive to him.
Even if he had tried to catch the middle-aged little man,
he would have failed. Farther down the street Mr. Fletcher
was hurrying along at great speed, hoping to reach the flor-
ist shop before closing time so that he could select a fresh
white carnation. Having made his purchase, Fletcher hastened
to his shabby room in a downtown boarding-house. He had
decided not ' to eat that evening because pay-day was stilI a
week away and three clays earlier he had made Ned Baker a
loan of ten dollars. If he had been entirely honest with him-
self, he would have admitted that he did not feel much like
eating anyway. In spite of his blase attitude about women,
he was 1110re than a little excited by the prospects for the
evening. He was thrilled by the thought that he, in an office
full of ..much younger men, should be the first to attract the
new girl's attention. He hoped that someone from the office
would see him with Peggy Clark so that they would all
know about the date in the morning. Of course, he would tell
Bob himself, but he preferred that everyone else should learn
about it in a less direct way.
He spent almost an hour and a half in preparation. He
brushed his clothes carefully and polished his shoes until he
could see his reflection in them. \iVith a tiny pair of scissors
he clipped the neat gray mustache. He took infin ite pains in
combing his hair so that the small bald spot at the back of
his head would not be noticeable. The final touch was, of
course, the white carnation, which he unwrapped slowly and
which he was happy to sniff in the privacy of his own 1'00111.
After several momem s of indecision, he decided not to take
his umbrella, although he was certain it would rain before
the evening encled.
By twenty minutes past seven o'clock, ten minutes before
Peg- was to meet him, he arrived at the drugstore which she
hael chosen for their meeting place. She had explained that
her mother would not approve of her going out with an older
man. Mr. Fletcher glanced at his pocket watch and slid onto
one of the stools at the dirty soda fountain. The sleepy-eyed
soda clerk, his white jacket splattered with chocolate syrup,
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surveyed the dapper little man curiously. Mr. Fletcher ordered
a cup of coffee, and when the soda clerk's sticky fingers had
.pushed it toward him, he started to plan the evening. He
thought that they would probably go to the movies and after-
wards to a little restaurant ~near the motion picture house.
He hoped that Peg did not drink. He did not, and it would
be embarrassing if she wanted to go to a bar. He had al-
ready slipped a package of cigarettes, the brand which Peggy
always smoked, into one of the big pockets of his shabby
overcoat.
W'hen he had finished his coffee, Peg was already ten
rninutes late, but Fletcher had not expected her to be prompt.
It was not until almost eight o'clock that he became seriously
concerned. He wondered if Peg's mother had discovered their
plans and had forbidden her daughter to leave the house. After
all, Peg only twenty. He could not blame her mother for any
suspicions she might have. 11e had already felt 'some qualms
himself. He had never before indulged in a May and Decem-
ber romance, and although questions of propriety did not
usually bother him, he "vas sorry that the date had ever been
arranged.
At eight o'clock he decided, to his relief, what he would
do. He would telephone the girl, apologize to her mother, and
ask Peg to forget all about him if she could. Once the decision
had been made, he did not hesitate in carrying it out. He
asked the clerk for change, found the correct telephone num-
her, and made the call. "Hello, is this Miss Clark?" he spoke
into the receiver. "This is Raymond Fletcher."
Afterwards Peg's exact words were blurred in his mind,
except for a few which lodged there so indelibly and so pain-
fully that he was certain he could never forget them. "You
didn't take me seriously, did you?" she had laughed. That
low, mocking laugh had been the most terrible sound he had
ever heard. "Don't be an old fool!" Her voice was high and
angry, For a moment, but only for a moment, he felt that
that Was exactly what he had been - an old fool.
His face and eyes stung with humiliation when he step-
peel out of the phone booth. Almost mechanically, he yanked
the white carnation from the bottonhole, dropped it on the
floor, and crushed it under one for the brightly-polished black
shoes. He turned the collar of his overcoat up around his
neck and left the drugstore.
It was raining now and the bright neon lights of the city
were reflected as fluid streaks of color on the wet pavement. He
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did not wait for a bus, but walked out into the rain, let.ting-
it beat gently against his hot face. IHs head throbbed nuser-
ably, until thei air and the cold rain slowly relieved the ache.
"Why did she do' it?" he wondered. "What reason could she
have had? Perhaps she was ill and did not mean a word she
had said. Maybe the telephone conversation was only a per-
formance for the sake of her mother. Being so young, perhaps
she had heard about his reputation .and was a little frightened.
Yes, that was it. She was frightened, because he was such
a man of the world and she was so young." He would not
- could not accept the idea that he was unat.tractive or old
.and foolish to her. He was only thankful he had not spoken
of the date at the office during the day.
In spite of the rain, the colorful displays in the shop
windows cheered him a bit. I-Ie stopped to admire an expen-
sive suit in one of the windows and wished that he could
own it. When he finally climbed .the squeaky wooden stairs
,at the boarding-house an-d unlocked the door to the quietness
of his room, he regretted throwing away the white carnation.
He would have to buy another in the morning.
When a Sparrow Falls
A sparrow, shivering, perched upon the 'sill
Alone; and in the night unstarred and still,
He cocked his head and blinked his beady eyes
For through the pane he heard the lingering cries
Of Charlotte, pleading in her poppied sleep
For help! And Francis, waiting close to keep
A vigil, lit a candle, put it near
That she might feel its warmth or even hear
The sizzle of the flame and wake to see
The serpentining smoke twine drowsily,
Or phantoms dance upon the olive walls,
And lift her head and smiling pause
To know that life was hers! Then she was still!
The chanting of an unctuous rite began to fill
The air about the black four-poster bed ;
The yellow palms from Easter Morn hung overhead
Before a waxen cross; A rosary
Lay shrouded in a shadow's mystery;
A plaistic statue of the Virgin stood
vVith outstretched arms as if it really could
Embrace its importuning penitent,
A nun who knelt there praying; when she bent,
Ber jingling beadstring played an eerie song-
A dil-ge! She clutched a virgin candle; long
She held it to the burning tallow's wick;
Its head aflame, she sought its candlestick ;
The fluttering fang lapped near the husband's hand
\IVhich quivered and turned white. Atop the stand
IVlonse_igneur'ls gl istcring sacramentals lay;
Theil" polished metal, nickering in the play
Of fire. l"eflected in a mirror nailed
Ahove the bed; and Charlotte's head was veiled
\iVithin a gloomy aura which no eye
Could- pierce-They heard her agonizing cry!
(The priest declares that Charlotte is annointed)
The prunernouthecl_ priest vowed, lisping, "She is blessed;
Now her annointecl soul can claim its rest
When once immersed in purgatorial fire
To melt the chain of vermeil red desire
That crushed her agued frame to aching death;
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The molten penance, clear as angel's breath
Expired in intercession at the throne
Will testify for us on earth; alone
And free from pain she will adore
.Her Lord, for peace is hers forevermore."
(Francis expresses his grief to Charlotte)
Upon her face fell Francis' unseen tear;
"Whose dainty hand will hold mine everywhere
I wander? Will I feel your winnowing kiss
But by a playful breeze that goes amiss
And spirals fr0111 its true ethereal route?
o Charlotte, can you hear me when I doubt
This fettered man can live the seasons of a heart
When through the winter of its grief we are apart
With but the faded shadow of our love to weld
Us one. My life, within these arms I held
Your pulsing body with no thought to cease,
And each to each two heartis beat one in peace.
This incensed room, who caIls the censer blessed?
There on her burning brow the dewy oil is pressed
'While I who watch behold the jaundiced eyes
And sqeeze the wilting hand which crucifies
My peeling heart. What acid, blistering loss!
I gaze in awe that she must bear this cross.
o rasping breath, you fought a losing war
For she will dazzle heaven's brightest star,
And slipping from the clasp of my embrace
Her fleeting soul will blend in twighlight's face."
(Francis reprimands the priest)
Now priest, if passion is a staining Sl11
Then all of us are deeply dyed within
By blemishes of fevered sanguine wiIls,
For even you, most holy man, have felt the chills
Of hottest nights.-With ruminating looks
You scour your shelved expanse of holy books
For one fresh promise that your Christ loves you;
But as the rose is kissed by morning dew
You are not kissed, nor can you see Him smile
Or feel Him touch your hand; Even while
You weave the tangled threads into His loom
You love alone.-An unpinked, ravelling doom
Is man's design, so seize the day; we know
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That death ends life; No man will ever show
What comes or what foreran the cradling womb,
For even swallowed by the wide-jawed tomb,
The man is Nature's slave.-She lays her head
Upon the bosom of eternity
And deeply breathes its lotus ecstacy;
Can she reclaim her cloyed, yet mortal part
Since her soul pulses now 111 Nature's heart?"
(The nun objects to Francis' creed)
"Because you drank a cup of bitterness
You pour your thoughts into a deep abyss;
Through moonless nights beneath the naked sky
Can she not hear your desperate cry?
'0 Charlotte, why has gluttonous time consumed
Your sweetest fruits and left me listless, doomed
To spade. the grave to reach your covered roots
And meet a meal for worms in my pursuits?'
Her petals fell; their fragrance was your breath;
Now will you hear her step? The Bishop Death
Has built an altar, sharply dealt his hit;
Obedient votary, she was stung by it!
You cannot think that it was merely chance
Or tlF,eac]is that spun a web of circumstance
That every silver dawn priests pray the Mass
Or nuns recite their litanies, then pass
To scullerv work which God demands of those
Who scour the hidden jasper in the souls
\;Vhich start an avalanche of 'scarring fears
Of afterlife with their eroding tears.
The winds will blow their howling horns; the crowd
Will see her sleeping in her silken shroud
Because the Spirit ordered Nature 'Go
and claim her can cered limbs that men may know
That even should that lowly sparrow fall,
God sees'; He orders Nature, He is all."
-Allen Sutherland
Little Chris
Sandra McBeth
At nightfall the children of Highland Hills played in thepark. They played every day except Sunday, because thenthe grown-ups were present and there was no place to
play. But from Monday to Saturday,between four and six, the
groups which played together acted as they pleased. In the
midst of disputes, they improvised games from the traditional,
innocent kind to the novel, almost brutal kind. Scattered here
and there in the play area, one group played blindman's buff,
another skipped merrily through London Bridge, and still
another ran happily around in a circle playing drop-the-
handkerchief. But most of the available space was taken by
the group that played baseball.
All the children, at one time or another, played baseball.
Or, rather, they all played except little Chris. Little Chris
went to a public school. His family was not. in the financial
or social group from which all the other children came. They
were all students at private schools, and their fathers were
all landholders, business men, or public officials.
It was little Chris' father, Pop Chris, who sold the candy
and soda pop which the children ate and drank between base-
ball games. Pop Chris had installed his stand at one of the
gates to the park. Besides being the "candy man," Pop Chris
was a man in whom the children had confidence, for behind
the counter of his 'stand was a safe depository for caps, books,
~alls, and the rest of the things pertaining to the world of
little people who frequented his place of business.
Little Chris did not play. with the children in the park.
Though he lived across the street from the park, he lived
on the wrong side. Highland Hills itself was the wealthy
section of town, but Highland Hills Park bordered on the
street which separated the exclusive district from the rest
:)f town.
As soon as little Chris returned from school, he went to
:[lis father's refreshment stand. Afterwards, while peeling an
orange, he sa.t on the curb watching the other children play-
ing baseball. From his position, he was enthusiastic. He
shouted, applauded, whistled, kicked his feet, and waved his
hands. But he did not dare move from his place. Nevertheless,
when a player threw the ball too far, often to the oak trees
in the countyard, the children would shout at little Chris,
"Go and get it, Chris!" And little Chris would jump up
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quickly and run after the ball. He would pick it up and press
it again and again in his hands. More than once he had
intended to throw it through the air and cry, "Here it comes!"
But he had always restrained himself, fearful of beins- rebuked.
He contented himself with handing the ball to th~m.
Then little Chris waited anxiously for those errors to
be repeated, so that he could run lnppily after the ball again.
After each chase, little Chris, satisfied, smiling, again sat
alone on the curb. Later, when he entered his house, he
would say to his little sister, who was: mending clothes,
"I sure did play a lot today."
But it happened that one day the ball flew so high that
it went over the top of the church toward his house. The chil-
dren cried to little Chris, "The ball fell in your yard."
Little Chris jumped up and ran to the yard. He looked
and looked everywhere. He stamped the grass, moved rocks,
picked up branches, examined bushes. A terrifying anxiety
gradually took possession of him. He wanted to run back
and tell them the ball was not there. He stopped himself, and
searched the corners of the back yard very carefully. While
he was searching·, he heard the cries of the children. His throat
was tight, his forehead damp. Hllis hands, now dirty, were be-
corning tense. Someone beat on the gate. He heard a clamor
of voices. His little sister shouted to him from within, "Chris,
they are looking- for you." .
By now little Chris was beside himself. He ran to his
room, opened his trunk, and took from a box the brand-new
ball his father had o·iven him. I-Ie held it as if it were a
fragile relic. He had °never played with it. It was clean, silky,
and cool. He hardly had time to take off the wrapping. When
he carried -i t outside, the children snatched it from his hand".
Little Chris srnilinz azain seated himself on the curb to
, 0' 0 . 1
watch th e children play. vVhel: he entered hIS. l:ouse t rat
eveniwT, he said to his little SIster, who was sitt ing at the
,~ 1 1"window mending clothes, "I sur e did playa ot toe ay.
"
Snowfall
It was early afternoon when the snowfall began. It startedimperceptibly as the sky turned from its usual winter blue
to a dull slate grey, and down by the lake the wind was a
little sharper.
ht first the snowflakes blew in with the waves, so faint
and misty they seemed part of the spray flying up as the
breakers dashed against the frozen sand. The wind, which
usually spent itself wailing up and down the beach and mak-
ing' futile dashes against the bluff, began to come in gusts,
as if it gained more power from the waves as they rose higher
and higher.
Byclusk the beach had disappeared iruto the lake. Waves
were foaming at the foot of the bluff, now and then leaping
lip to snatch at one of the seedling's growing low on the bank.
A, birch tree which stood rooted in the sand was torn by the
waves until it seemed that its slender' f.runk must snap in half.
The wind was raging up the bluff now, beating the smaller
trees against the ground, sending piles of dead leaves into
powdery whirlpools, and howling furiously as it gained the
flat lanel above and rushed toward the town. The snowflakes
followed, swirling with the wind, then falling to the ground
and losing their shapes as they melted into pools of water.
A lone grey squirrel, apparently the only creature on the bluff,
heard the warning of the wind and turned to scamper ofi
to his nest.
Before the sun had entirely disappeared, the storm had
taken over the village. The wind trumpeted through the
streets like the invading armies of medieval tales. Human
beings had hurriedly closed their shutters and built up their
fires, and the only visible sign that the town was peopled
by anything other than the noisy wind was a feeble lamp-
light trying' to pierce the darkness. Not even the brash spar-
rows had remained out to defy the storm.
Then the snow came to cloud the town in white mist.
Tbe:cnowflakes had changed as they made their journey
from the lake. Their watery vagueness was gone, and they
attacked as a myriad of conquerors, whirling in intricate forn~a-
tions before they fell to cover every surface with a wh ite
stillness.
For hours the storm raged, until at last the wind with-
drew, screaming- on its return to the lake from which it came.
The darkness faded as the moon came from behind a cloud
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and outlined the snow so that it held a phosphorescent glow.
The storm was gone, and now there remained only the snow,
sealing the town in a vacuum of cold and silence.
The Transparent Image,
(
At dawn I knelt beside the woodland stream
And bent to drink where pause the timid deer,
But would not break the image, like a dream,
Mirrored in the water, sparkling and clear.
I smiled-it smiled ; I found it gay, and soon
I stroked my hair, was mimicked by my shade
Below. The morning faded into noon :
The sun cast rays that made the image fade,
And I was forced by heat to yield to thirst;
But a" I drank, I saw in sharp surprise
A bed of seething mud, and felt the curse
Of ages hold me when I tried to rise.
And yet I need not fear the loathesome sight
For all I see will soon be lost in night.
-Ina Marshall
IIIIIIILJIIIIIII
Pip
Trembling, I feel into the sea,
And men left me in mid-ocean;
In calm water, beneath blue skies,
Swimming was effortless and free.
The waves that broke above my head
Were waves of thought, the self was all-
Yet nothing-before infinity,
As the sea revealed nature's depths
To unwilling eyes, while Wisdom forced
Her wealth upon a helpless brain.
By chance a ship rescued the flesh;
The soul had seen firm hands at work
W eaving strands of human woe
And had great secrets to reveal-
The sailors laughed and called me Fool,
For telling what men cannot know.
-Ina Marshall
Eos
I did not wish to harm the handsome youth
But wanted him to share my regal couch
And rise with me each glowing dawn and rule;
I thought to honor with my goddess' love;
With selfish care I wished to hold him ever.
With piteous tears and sighs, I forced proud Zeus
To grant eternal life for him, but thought
I saw a hint of scorn in godly eyes.
I did not sense the creeping signs of age
II). him I loved, so slowly they attacked;
And then one dawn I looked with sated eyes
And saw his greying hair and wrinkled brow.
I had not sought eternal youth for him
And mocking Zeus withheld the cherished boon.
And I, who would be radiant always,
\iVevs matched with ancient flesh and tired limbs.
Beset by guilt, but selfish still, I kept
Him near, but could not love; I tortured him
With cool rebuffs or glances of revulsion;
-t,'\nclyet I wept to hear him plead for death.
But kinder gods who heard his wavering moans
At last took pity on the weary soul-
And now my deathless lover lives the years
A senseless grasshopper, incapable
Of pain, and free from nagging vain regrets.
Alone, I weep through silent endless nights
Broken by his empty ringing calls,
And weary, face the morning tasks alone.
If only I had loved him less-c-or more!
-Ina Marshall
The Killer
(
Mary Lou Leaf
I can ride any horse in the country," Lash said and rolleda wad of tobacco around in his mouth. "There ain't one ofthem critters that has ever got the best of me ... or ever will."
He turned his narow eyes on the youth standing next to him
and said again, "I can ride any horse in the country."
"I ain't doubting you, Lash. I only said this here horse is a
real bad one. Folks say he killed a man- down near Pleasant
Mountain and has hurt a lot of others purty bacl." The youth
reached into the pocket of his dusty Levis and pulled out a
pack of cigarettes. He stuck one between his lips and, cupping
his hands as protection against the wind, lighted it. He
reached down and hoisted a saddle onto his back. As he
walked toward the corral gate he called over his shoulder,
"He'll be here tomorrow, Lash; then you can prove it."
"The young pup," Lash thought, "doesn't believe me." He
dug the toe of his boot into the soft dirt of the corral and swore
to himself. "They think I'm all through as a bronc-rider, do
they? VI/ell, after tomorrow they'll think different about it."
He walked over to his horse and swung up into the saddle.
He pulled viciously on the reins and went through the gate in
a full gallop.
When he was out of sight of the ranch house, Lash let the
horse assume an easy lope. He settled back in the saddle to
:)lan the strategy of tomorrow's battle with the killer.
* * * ':' *
There was already a crowd seated on the top rail of the
orral when Lash carne out the next morning. "So they came
] see the fun," he mused. "They came to see the horse get
~:le best of old Lash. Damn 'ern anyway, They're nothing hut
o. bloodthirsty bunch of eludes."
He walked over to the barn. The sound of hoofs against
a stall door came from within. Lash quickened his step and
walked inside. In the shadowed light he could make out the
forms of some of the ranch hands. standing- in a small circle
by one of the sta lls. At that moment a loud crash came from
inside the stall, ancl a horse's head showed over the side. The
animal bared his teeth as if he were leering- at the men, and
then the head disappeared.
"He's really a killer, Lash," one of the men said. "He's been
acting- like crazy all morning. Damn near killed Joe while
they were unloading him." The man looked intently at Lash
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and then continued. ''I'd sure wait awhile till he gits calmed
down before riding him."
"Nope," replied Lash. "l.'rn gonna show that bronc that
here's one man that won't take that stuff. Would some of you
boys help me git him outa here?"
The big bay was only too ready to come out. He plunged
and kicked at the men that held the two ropes that were around
his neck. Once outside they got him snubbed to the post and
the s,!:ddle was thrown. on and cinched tight. Lash himself
put the hackmore on the resisting head. Then he stepped back
a1:d said, "\i\T ell, you son-of-a-gun, let's git this business over
with."
Lash checked his spurs, picked up the quirt, and, placing
one foot in the stirrup, sprang into the saddle. He signaled
one of the men to take the blindfold off and then gripped his
knees firmly and waited.
He did not have to wait long. The big horse stood still
only a minute and then gave a mighty leap into the air. He
came down on all four feet, and Lash felt a racking pain in his
hack. The battle was on. Lash raked the horse's flanks with
his spurs and applied the quirt about his ears. The bay twisted
and turned. vVith each leap Lash's lips grew tighter, and he
could feel the blood pounding in his head. He felt the great
muscles of the horse beneath his knees, and he applied the
Spurs and whip more freely than ever. Seconds passed slowly.
The dust in the corral became so thick that the' observers on
the fence caught only slight glimpses of man and horse as
they struggled. Every plunge made Lash want to cry out with
pain. A slight trickle of blood began to run from his nose.
/\gain and again the killer bucked and leaped, fighting with
an instinct bred out on the plains. Minutes passed and the
pain Lash felt turned to numbness. Still he stayed on. Then
he sensed that the horse was tiring-.Bis movements lacked
the power they had had in the beginning. The bay gave one
last clesperate p1ung'e and threw himself against the side of
the corral and tried to scrape the rider off. Lash had exper-
ienced this before. He drew one foot out of the stirrup and
leaned to the other side. \i\Then this did not work, the horse
gave up. He stood still with his head between his front legs.
Lash was triumphant. He pulled the bay's head up and, apply-
ing the spurs, headed out of the corral toward open country,
"I showed 'em," Lash thought to himself. "They didn't
believe I was the best bronc-rider in the country, but I showed
,ern."
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He turned in the saddle to acknowledge the cheers of the
people who were watching. He did not notice the low branch
of the tree. He felt the sharp, violent blow and then fell
limply from the saddle.
The big bay was free now and headed for wild countrv
with his head high and his tail flowing like a victorious banner
behind him•.
IIIIIIILJIIIIIII
The Bull
-., here is nothing I like better than a good hot bowl of
bean soup on a cold day, especially if the soup has cooked
for two or three days, and if it has plenty of onions and
s.nd hot pepper seeds in it. It was just such a day a few weeks
ago when I was having just such a bowl of soup down at the
Foreign Legion, a restaurant I so named because of the hodge-
podge of humanity that frequents the place.
( On this day I was seated at the counter when a big fel-
low, who must have weighed three hundred pounds and who
must have been at least seventy years old, came in and sat
beside me. I could tell that something' was bothering the fel-
low when he first sat down, by the way he hunched over and
began to fidget with the napkin holder. Pretty soon he coughed
and big tears began to roll down his massive cheeks and into
a cup of coffee he was drinking.
There is nothing more pitiful than a man distressd enough
.::) cry, especialJy the way this old guy was crying. His sobs
shook the whole counter, and when he coughed it seemed his
-:..ead or throat must burst. Thinking that I might console
..nd quiet him, I asked if there was anything I could do. The
~ ;Jld man took a drink of water and became collected enough
.~:)say that he and George had been teammates on the Univer-
sity of Chicago football team of 1887. The rest of the players
011 the team had all died before the old man and George. Now
that George was dead, the big fellow was the only survivor.
Then he began his story:
"It was a day like this when the incident happened that
made George and me something special to each other. I am
certain that no one before or since has ever seen what we saw
that day.
"I don't suppose you know how the garne of football was
played back then. \IVell , the ball was shaped a lot different,
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and we got only five points for a touchdown. There were other
differences, like not having to wear a helmet or pads, and
eleven men usually played the whole game. We carried fifteen
players until one of the substitutes - I forget his name _
got killed playing against Stanford.
"'vVe ha.d a good team that year. 'vVe averaged about two-
sixty in the line and didn't have a back under two-fifteen. All
bone and muscle, I weighed two-eighty-three stripped. 'vVe won
twenty-seven games that year and scored four hundred and
thirty-seven points to our opponents' three. California scored
against us with a field goal, but we caught the fellow who
kicked it on the next play and broke his leg.
"Well, we had taken a junket through the East and had
beaten the best out there by scores like sixty-eight to nothing
and fifty-seven to nothing and ninety-six to nothing, when our
coach heard that Iowa wanted to play us. In those days, we
didn't have to go to school very much to play football, so we
decided that three or four more days off on the way back to
Chicago wouldn't hurt. The coach wrote Iowa that we would
play. Like I said, we were working on a twenty-seven-game
winning streak and, as far as we knew, Iowa didn't have any-
thing. We were sure in for a surprise.
"The day of the game we went out to the Iowa field,
which was a clover patch with a high board fence around it
and no seats for spectators. We wondered why there were no
bleachers, but we decided that maybe the Iowans were just
learning the game and that it hadn't caught on yet. When we
went out on the field to warm up, standing in the middle of
the field was a big black and white bull with the meanest pair
of horns imaginable.
"The minute he saw us, he began to prance up and down
the field, snorting and puffing like a. . .well, like a bull. We
all laughed because we thought he was some kind of a pet
or mascot or something. When I went out for the toss to see
who kicked off, the bull pawed the ground and looked real
mean. I thought the Iowans were trying to get us rattled, so
I pawed right back and bellowed as near as I could like a bull.
"'vVe won the toss and elected to receive -, We lined up our
eleven men, and they lined up ten men and a bull. Before we
could get over our amazement, the ball went sailing over our
heads and into the end zone where they jumped on it for a
touchdown. The referee signaled that Iowa had scored, This
made our coach finally decide to quit laughing and find out
what was going on. He came out on the field and asked what
the idea was of letting the game start with the mascot on the
I
26 MANUSCRIPTS
field. The referee asked if he meant the bull. Our coach said,
'Of course, I mean the bull: The referee said that the bull
happened to be listed in the line-up as right tackle. .
"Then our coach tore across the field screaming like a woun-
ded panther and, among other things, asked their coach what
he meant by ridiculing a fine game like football with that male
heifer, and, if Iowa didn't want to play, why did they send
the challenge. The Iowa coach said, 'We intend to play. Are
you going to forfeit t
"'Hell no, we're not going to forfeit,' our coach screamed,
'and you are going to get that animal off the field.'
"The Iowa coach answered, 'That animal, as you so rudely
call him, happens to be my regular right tackle, and if you are
going to play, you had better get started because you are be-
hind five to nothing and the game is only about seven seconds
old.'
"VVe finally sent for a rule book. Article 32, Section 7, stated
that there had to be eleven 'players' on the field to start the
game. It did not say wbether the players had to be men, bulls,
or tomcats.
"There's not much to the story after that. Coach got us all
together and said, 'Men. I guess they have us. \IVell, we'll get
in there and play them if they use a hundred bulls. You guys
are on your own now. I've taught you every thing- I know
about the game. If you let one skinny little bull whip you,
well, you're not worthy to call yourselves U niversi ty of Chi-
cago football players. Now get out there and show them what
you're made of.'
"That 'skinny hull' happened to ·weigh two thousand pounds.
I know because I played across from him all afternoon- I will
give the referee credit for one thing. He did make the bull
wear a helmet so that he couldn't gore any of us to death.
That darn bull did everything else though. He knocked us
down when we had the ball and knocked us down when we
didn't have the ball. The Iowa backs 'Nould hang on to his
tail until he pulled them to the goal line;· then they wO\1ld let
go and step across for another five points. Once, one of ~ur
backs-v-I forget his name-got as far as their twenty-yard 1111C
hefore the bull got to him. Then the bull knocked him dOW.ll
and rolled on him three times before the referee could hlow his
whistle. After that we had to kick every time we got the hall
because none of our backs would carry it.
"A t the end of the third quarter, the score was ninety to
nothing in favor of Iowa, and we had only five men able to
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stand on the field.
Chicago.
"When we got to the University, the coach was fired for
losing the game, and we were all kicked out of school for tel-
ling about the bull. VIfe tried, through all the Iowa papers,
to get proof of the tale we carried back, but it seemed that
none of them considered football important enough to send a
reporter to the game. The Iowa coach naturally denied the
whole business and hinted that we probably drank too much
to he proper University of Chicago representatives.
"After I left school I tried to forget the incident because I
learned that when I began the story, people either laughed
Or edged awayIrom me. For a while I did pretty well selling
insurance; then I began to see the bull in my dreams.
"Once 111yinsurance company was having a dinner, and the
speaker was the president of the company. The longer. he
spoke the III ore he began to look like the bull. Finally I could
stand it no longer and got up and ran out of the room.\iVhen
I tried to explain my actions, they fired me. I found that
when thing·s became too bad, if: I could find one of the old
football players, we would talk over the game and things
would he all right for a while.
"Once when I was visiting' with one of the ends on the team
ill Philadelphia. I met a girl and we were married. It was ideal
because when I began to see the bull, this end and I would
talk the ga:me over and things would be all right for a while.
Then the end died, and more and more people began to look
like the bull, One night I distinctly saw a pair or horns grow-
ing: out of my ·wife's head. I left Philadelphia.
"After that I kept moving around, going from one town to
another where myoId teammates lived. They died one by one
nuti l George aud I were left. Now even George is dead."
The old fellow began to sob again, so I paid for the soup
and his coHee and left.
Vi e called the game and caught a train to
,/
When Writing a Theme, Remember
Words, he said. Use words
Straightforward, simple. Verbs,
He said. The tenses please
Must be correct. And these
Cliches. How often must I say
Avoid cliche?
Spelling, please check it.
Obtuseness will wreck it.
Proper transition
Improves its condition.
Semicolon, dash and comma
In good order improve the drama.
The comedy is sad,
Not thoroughly bad.
The psychology
Resembles more, biology.
The ending is weak.
It's too meek.
Take it out of my sight.
It's trite.
Rewrite!
-Betty Van Derbilt
..
The Frog Hunt
Jerry Mitchell
The nigh t spoke of coming autumn. The breeze off the warmwater invited us to don sweaters and boots and go frog
hunting. The acrid smells of the outboard motor and the
gasoline lantern blended with the soft smells of the earth and
the water as the shore-line drifted away from our boat.
'vVe seemed to stand motionless out in the middle of the
still, black water while the tree-lined west end of the lake
moved toward us. With it came the slow, booming "Glumph"
that the bullfrogs intermittently proclaimed; the rhythmic
song of stars, moon, and marsh grass that the smaller frogs
sang; the staccato poly-harmony that was added by the unbe-
lieveably small "peeper" frogs. If we concentrated on them,
we could also isolate the mosquitos' hum and crickets' fiddling.
When the shadowy trees had reached us, we entered the
small channel where we were to find our evening's adventure.
\tVe could no longer use the motor, but began to pockmark
the water with the slow, silent dipping of oars. Eerie shadows
cast by the trees in the bright lantern light formed the roof
and walls of a cavern. that glided over us. Occasionally a
turtle would splash hurriedly into the water, or a bird would
flip his fish. breaking the silence. Meanwhile, I crouched
sentinel-like in the prow sweeping the bank with the stab-
bing rays from a flash light and scanning the entire area
for the tell-tale gleam of the white or yellow throat.
Frogs perch freely on the woolly blankets of weed or
on slick lily pads, on knobby sticks or on great mossy logs,
on grassy knolls or on sparkling gravel. Sometimes they will
be gathered for their singing lesson, but many times they are
sitting all alone, pouting or practicing. Bullfrogs may grow
so large that I am unable to grasp them firmly enough to
hold them, while some of the other frogs are so tiny that we
eat their bones if fried crisply enough.
Frogs will sit like statues for you as long as a light is
focused 011 their eyes, but a firm kick of their sinewey hir.;
legs will sene! them out of a half-closed hand. A frog's sk..;
feels cool ane! moist and sends off a musky, yet inoffensive
odor peculiar to the frog. His throbbing throat and palpitr,
" ing heart tell of his excitement, which is matched by L
hunter's thrill at the hand-to-foot combat. As we churned horr.;
talking excitedly of our success for the next day's meal ar. ;
the big one that got away, the frogs croaked their despai~
from the half-filled bag.
The Newest Animal
Kenneth Hopkins
John Everyman stood quite still and tried to. decide \~herehe was and how he came to be there. The mist hung 111 an
impenetrable wall around him, blotting out everything
except a small section of pavement beneath his feet. He felt
that he should not have come out into this impossible fog. He
should have stayed at home or at the office or wherever he
had been before blundering out. That was another matter
that bothered him. He could not seem to remember whether he
was On his way home from the office or on his way to the
office frorn home.
John Everyman glared at the mist which eddied around
him in opaque suspension. He felt there was no excuse for its
giving him so much trouble. As his fury mounted, he began
to condemn the mist to eternal damnation; but he had
no sooner started than the mists rolled back. Before him was
a wide marble stairway which went upward for what seemed
about a city block. At the top stood a large stone building.
John Everyman was amazed. He thought that he knew
the city well, but here was something he had not seen. He
started up the steps, and as he climbed he studied the building
at the top. It was designed along classical lines with large
marble columns across the front and a low but massive stone
gable above. But there was something wrong. The columns
were twisted in various ways and some leaned at a very
noticeable angle. The gable above was askew, and the stones
were ill-fitting and irregularly placed.
John Everyman climbed the last of the steps and went to
a huge wooden door, which was placed behind the two columns
nearest the center. He knocked on the door and it swung
slowly inward.
A voice said, "Enter, John Everyman."
He went in. Just inside the door were two men dressed
in long white robes. Arched across the chest of the robes
were bright blue letters, The lettering- on one of the men's
robes spelled out HONOURABLE DIRECTOR; the other,
HONOURABLE OVERSEER
John Everyman said, "Pardon me, but the weather out-
side .... "
The Director said, "Yes, there is always the mist when you
come here, isn't there?"
"Oh, but I've never been here before."
"Oh yes, many times, John Everyman. You see, this is
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the Temple of Human Judgment to which everyone comes
quite often during his lifetime."
"Well, if you say so, Mr. Director. But I don't seem to
remember it."
"Oh, your memory will be all right now." The Director
turned to the Overseer and said, "Honourable Overseer, take
John Everyman to the preparation room."
The Overseer said, "Yes, Honourable Director. This way,
John Everyman."
The Overseer led the way to a small door. Then he said,
"You will find everything you need in here. When you are
ready, you may go right on through the other door into the
courtroom." /
John Everyman went into the room. It was small and
had no furniture except a table, which stood in the center. On
the table were a black robe and a long, white wig. He looked
at the robe. There was a label sewn on the inside which read:
"Property of John Everyman, Self-Appointed Judge of His
Fellowmen." He put on the robe and the wig and went through
the other door.
J ohn Everyman found himself looking out over a vast
courtroom from behind a high iudge's bench. There was a
gavel lying on the heavy, scarred wood. He picked it up and
rapped the bench. A door to the left opened and a short, fat
man came out and walked toward the bench. He looked up
nervously.
John Everyman said, "State your name and business to
the court."
The short, fat man said, "I am Rodney Higbee, your em-
ployer at the offices of Higbee and Higbee, your Honour."
John Everyman said, "Ah yes, Mr. Higbee. Let me see
now. I believe I have judged you an incompetent nincompoop.
incapable of directing the business processes of a Parchesi
,2:ame, 111uch less those of a large office. Yes. That is what
I have judged. So be it."
Th e short, fat man said, "Yes, your Honour," and retu rnecl
to the door on the left.
John Everyman rapped again. A well-dressed woman came
out of the cloor and walked to the bench. She looked up and
smiled.
J ohn Everyman said, "State your name and business to
the court."
The woman said, "My name is Mrs. John Everyman, your
Honour, and my business should be self-explanatory."
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John Everyman said, "Don't be flippant with the court,
Madam.'
"I'm sorry, your Honour, but I don't think you have a
right to ... "
"Silence, Madam! Surely you weren't about to suggest
an abridgement of my right to judge. The court will hear no
more of that. Let us get on with the case. Your case, Madam.
is very interesting. I had previously judged you in a different
light. But finally I have judged that you are extravagant,
that you have an unnecessarily high esteem for your mother,
that you are overly fond of inviting the J oneses over for dinner,
and that you have a misplaced sense of humor. These things
I have judged. So be it."
The woman turned and walked back toward the door.
John ,Everyman rapped again and a young man wearing a
cab driver s cap came up to the bench.
J ohn Everyman said, "State you name and business to
the court."
The young man said, "I'm Horace Beasley, your Honour.
I'm the cab driver that beat you to a parking place downtown
a couple of days back."
.T ohn Everyman said, "Ah yes, I didn't have much trouble
deciding your case. I have judged you to be the offspring of
a canine and a definite menace to the safety of the public.
That is what I have judged. So be it."
.T ohn Everyman walked back into the little r00111 and re-
placed the robe and wig on. the table. He went out into the
hall where the Director and the Overseer were waiting.
The Director said, "Ah, John Everyman, you have fin-
ished."
"Yes, wIr. Director."
John Everyman looked around the hall. The walls were
crooked and the ceiling sloped in odd contours. He said, "Mr.
Director, I would like to ask, if you don't mind, why it is that
this building, which is so great and elaborate and expensive,
seems to be built so haphazardly."
The Director said, "Well, you see, John Everyman, this
building wasn't included in the original architectur al plan of
things. It is a by-product of man's power to reason, if you see
what I mean."
"I'm afraid I don't follow you."
"Well, no matter. Anyway this building is still under con-
struction, you might say."
"I see."
"Do you see this block which is going to be the base of
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a new column? In time it will reach to the ceilins-,"
"Yes, I see it, Mr. Director, and if you do~'t mind my
saying so, it seems a bit warped."
"Precisely. This block was placed while you were presid-
ing on the bench."
"I think it is very poor workmanship, Mr. Director."
"Yes, the near corner is warped toward opinion and the
far corner leans toward bigotry and lack of consideration."
"I'm not sure I understand."
"Probably not. T11e explanation is understood by very
few of those who come here."
"But I'm sure it must all be very interesting."
"Yes, interesting and important too, John Everyman."
"Oh yes. important, of course. Perhaps the next time I
come here we can talk it over again. Then, perhaps, I'll under-
stand."
"Perhaps."
"Good-bye, Mr. Director."
"Good-bye, John Everyman."
The Director walked over to where the Overseer was lean-
'ing against a column. He said, "Honourable Overseer, do you
think it possible that the Great One could have-well, I don't
know exactly how to phrase it-could have, shall we say, erred
just a bit?"
The Overseer said, "You have a very interesting question,
Honourable Director. I would hesitate to think that the Great
One could have-as you say-erred, and yet ... "
"Precisely. This newest animal starts one to wondering,
does he not ?"
A Visit from Aunt Eva
M. Sue Clyne
M om111Y!Mommy! Please, can I?" It was a typical five' .year-old's shriek.
"Can you what?" was my typical tired mother's answer.
"Can I have my counting blocks? Can I? Can I? " Jeffy
was excited now and was jumping up and down at the top
of the stairs.
"Oh, Jeffy! How can you r" I answered him. They were
the first things he asked for in the morning and the last things
at night, plus a few minutes in between. I wished he would
hurry and learn to read his' numbers. I continued, "Come down
here, Jeffy, and I'll let you help me."
I must have been a frightening sight-sitting on the bot,
tom step, holding my turbanned head in my hands, and wear'
ing my oldest slacks and a horrible old sweat shirt.
Everything had started out so beautifully that day. The
sun was shining brightly, and after my husband had left for
the office, I had experienced a sudden burst of energy. I
decided that today was the day to paint the den.
I worked feverishly, lugging all the furniture out into the
living room and rolling up the rug. While I was going out to
the garage for the ladder, I noticed my darling son writing
his numbers on a piece of paper, which I recognized as an
envelope. Cautiously I asked, "Can Mother see how you are
coming along with your numbers?" When I saw that it must
have been a newly arrived letter, bearing incidentally Aunt
Eva's postmark, I forgot all my child psychology and screamed,
"Where did you get this?"
He was very calm as he answered, "The postman gave
it to me this morning when you were- cleaning house." And
when I started tearing it open, he yelled, "He gave it to me!"
I read the note from my husband's Aunt Eva, but I
couldn't believe it. It couldn't be true-not Aunt Eva, not
today. The house and I, both a complete mess, were to have a
visit from Aunt Eva sometime today. She was taking a trip
and wanted to spend the night with us.
Aunt Eva was the one I had overhead the day of our wed-
ding, when she said, "Isn't she a scatterbrained little thing?
I can't imagine her as a lawyer's wife." She never knew that
I crossed my eyes and stuck out my-tongue at her straight,
straight, stylish back before I put on my bridal smile and got
in line for the reception. All of my married life, whenever I
wanted to go on a picnic instead of ironing, I'd think of
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Aunt Eva and-darn it-I'el iron.
I read the last sentence of the letter again: "Hope I
won't be imposing on you if I spend Friday 111' oht ith "
I 1 . 1 b WI you.»ecame panic {yo
"Come on, J effy, help me get this stuff back . 11 1"
I'll 1 TI ·1 h .. 1 1 . u '- quick y ]. ca ec~. 1~)Ug 1 . e tnee to relp, ,}1e got 111 my way so much
that I bot ,1InpatJel:t and yelled, Scram! Here are your hat
and coat. Go play 111 the yard a while."
Pretty soon the house was straio-ht and sh inins» but all
of the clirt must have rubbed off on
b
me. The doorbell rang.
My heart sank! But somehow I manao-ed to O'et the door
opened to find-Jeffy. b b
"Mommy, come see if I got the numbers straieht l Come
on-see!" he pleaded. I was so relieved that I followed him
out to the curb, where he read the license number of a park-
ed car. "5-4-6-2! Is that right, Mommy? 5-4-6-2?"
"That's right, Jeffy, 5-4-6-2," I assured him and ran back
into the house to get cleaned up.
When A un t Eva arrived, everything was perfect. J eH,
Sr. and Aunt Eva were keeping me company in the kitchen
while I prepared an extra special dinner, when Jeffy ran in.
Wildeyed, he announced, "There's a policeman out on the
porch! Come on, quick l" I saw the shocked look on Aunt
Eva's face as I left the room to answer the door. Sure enough,
there was a policeman. He explained that a nearby store had
been robbed of considerable merchandise and that he was
inquiring throughout the neighborhood whether anyone had
seen a strange person or strange car in the area. All I could
think of was the old black car with the license number
5-4-6-2, and I said that it probably belonged to someone work-
ing in the neighborhood.
As we ate dinner, I explained the policeman's visit to my
husband and Aunt Eva. The rest of the evening passed ideal-
ly. Just as we were preparing to go upstairs to bed, the door-
bell rang, announcing the policeman's second visit. He had
come to thank me for the information leading to the capture
of the bandits and the recovery of the stolen merchandise.
Along with the policeman came several reporters from l?cal
newspapers. Their cameras were flashed, and their questions
were fired in rapid succession. We had to wake Jeffy up to
pose for pictures. After they had finally gone and I was
wearily scootiuv Jeffy back to bed, I remembered Aunt Eva.
How could I have forgotten her during all the excitement?
36 MANUSCRIPTS
She was sitting on the davenport at one end of the living
room, looking very bewildered.
When I asked her if she wanted something to eat before
going to bed, she thanked me and said that she "re-e-ally"
had better take the midnight train. As she was leaving, she
gave me a limp handshake as she begrudgingly said, "My dear,
you were re-e-ally very composed."
I finally crawled into bed, but before I dropped off to
sleep, I crossed my eyes and stuck out my tongue at Aunt
Eva. The poor dear! She never knew that I wasn't really
composed, that I was simply numb from moving two tons of
furniture that morning.
IIIIIIILJIIIIIII
Science and Humanity
Donna Jackman
Science was originated thousands of years ago in primitiveman's bitter fight for existence. If all the details could
be gathered up, all the gaps filled in, the trail of science
would be found leading back to half-human creatures who in
terror and confusion were seeking to be men. Those details
are lost, those gaps can never be filled, and all memory of the
origin of fire, of clay modeling, of the bow and arrow, has
vanished forever. The story of science then is without a
beginning and without an end, but it is forever un-
folding. Nations rise and fall, dynasties rule and
pass away, religions wax and wane; but science, building
upon failure, inhumanity, and aspirations, moves steadily
forward. Its rate of advance is uneven, but for twenty-five
centuries it has not come to a dead stop. Science had its start
with the origin of man, and although it seems to have been
quite simple to begin with, it has become more complex as
has our civilization. Man now lives in a scientific age in which
progress is so rapid that no one can keep abreast of the
various fields of science. Science is not, as some misinformed
persons seem to believe, only for those with what is known as
a scientific mind. Naturally, everyone cannot go into the
laboratory and come out with some astounding discovery, but
he can obtain a general knowledge of the subject, which in
this day seems to be required in order to be considered
educated at all. It is most important for one to have some
knowledge of the laws and principles of the basic sciences if
he is to know and understand anything about the world in
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which he lives. It is good to have a foundation upon which
to build, and it is a great satisfactior; to have a knowledge of
. one's environment. It is equally important to learn how men
are succeeding in their efforts to control and improve their
environment. In order. to be merely a good citizen in a world
that is now on the threshold of the atomic age, man must
learn to live and act more intelligently and with greater under-
standing and satisfaction in an increasingly complex civilization.
Successful and satisfying modern living demands well-informed,
well-adjusted, intellectually keen citizens.
Scientists are often not very well understood by other
people. To some they seem to be cold, unemotional geniuses,
who, above all other things, want to achieve some great goal,
caring little about other phases of life. There has been at
times a tendency on the part of some people to blame the
scientist because modern warfare has become so terrible.
Actually, however, it is not the fault of the scientist that man-
kind makes the use it cloes of his inventions. Unfortunately,
every scientific invention, whether it be an airplane, a radio,
or the means for releasing atomic energy, can be used to
destroy mankind as well as to help it. If science brought only
its practical applications, it might indeed prove to be the
eventual undoing of mankind. But science brings also a
spirit, its own guiding spirit, and in this there is hope for
rnankind. To the scientist the practical applications have al-
ways been secondary. This does not mean that science is
- contemptuous of its practical uses. The opposite is true.
It does mean that the true scientist is motivated by a higher
aim than that of making life easier. He wishes also to en-
noble and to enrich life. The spirit of science is the spirit
of courage. The scientist is not bound by ancient tradition,
He rejoices in each new discovery. The spirit of science
is the spirit of tolerarice. The scientist knows that there is
110 monopoly upon truth. He sees the advance of science as
a great cooperative venture carried on by men of good will
and courage from all nations and all peoples. He realizes
how little mankind knows and how much is yet to learned,
and the r'ea liza t ion makes him tolerant. The scientist is
humane, for he is concerned about the future of mankind. At
the start of the research on the atmoic bomb, many scientists
hoped that it would turn out that no such thing as the atomic
bomb would be possible. Though conscious of the smallness
of his knowledge, the scientist is also conscious of the great-
ness of the power which so little kno'vvledge has given him. He
faces the future with courage.
/
The Contest
/
Polly Dixon
A nne cl~s,ed her baton cas.e with ~inality. She did not liketo twirl a baton, she did not like her mother, and mostof all she did not like to go to the contest. But Mrs.
Allen was becoming impatient. Anne gathered her suitcase,
costume, boots, baton case, and records in her arms and hur-
ried downstairs. Mrs. Allen arranged her furs and relieved
Anne of part of the load. "Now, darling, don't tire yourself.
Be sure to keep warm on the trip. Do we have everything?"
asked Mrs. Allen.
"Yes, Mother," said Anne, carefully concealing her disgust.
Sixteen years of living with this woman had taught her to
hold her tongue. Even Mr. Allen had little to say in the
presence of his wife. Anne dearly loved her father; she wished
that he were going with them today. Mrs. Allen, however,
felt that the contest was strictly a woman's venture, and
Mr. Allen agreed with her somewhat half-heartedly.
The trip to Indianapolis was uneventful. Anne and her
mother arrived at the Claypool Hotel in time to change
clothes and eat dinner. Mrs. Allen arranged for Anne to
practice her twirling undisturbed in the basement for two
hours. Since anything was better than listening to her mother's
incessant chattering all evening', Anne obeyed. The twirl-
ing routine she would use in the contest was a difficult one,
and it would have to be perfect in order to receive a first
division rating. At nine o'clock Mrs. Allen came clown for
Anne, announcing that it was time for bed. Anne slept sound-
ly while her mother worried about the contest.
In the morning Mrs. Allen chatted gaily as they drove
to Butler Fieldhouse. The judging began at nine o'clock, but
Anne was not scheduled to perform until twelve after ten.
Of course the contest would run late; contests always did.
As Anne sat watching the other girls, she considered a pos-
sible solution to her problems. If she got a second division
rating, she would not have to come to the contest next year.
Her mother would be embarrassed beyond recovery. For
three years Anne had received a first division rating at the
contest. It was becoming tiresome, and Anne wanted to do
other things besides practicing her twirling. Even during
the summer Mrs. Allen took Anne to Florida for further in-
struction. Anne realized that it would be easy to end all this.
She would drop her baton while she was, being judged! Her
mother would never suspect that she had done it purposely,
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and the judges would be sure to give her a second division
rating. It was almost time for Anne's turn. Mrs. AlIen took
the special record to the judge. Anne, smiling to herself, de-
cided exactly when in her routine she would drop the baton.
At last the dreaded day was over. Mrs. Allen had taken
the shock fairly well. When they got into the car, she cried
a little, but she soon recovered. Even Anne shed a few tears
to make her crisappointment seem convincing. Anne had a few
pangs of conscience 011 the way, but they were not very painful.
1\11". Allen looked .very serious when he heard that Anne
had dropped her baton at the contest. Soon after dinner Mrs.
Allen went to bed, and Anne and her father went out for a
a soda. "Daddy, can I stay home from Florida this summer?"asked Anne.
IV11". AlIen nodded his head, winked solerunly ,and said, "I
think that that too can be arranged."
/
IIIIIIIUIIIIIII
A Railroader's Vocabulary
Jack Sleeth
A I got, the picturesque language of shop, factory, and pro-fession, finds some of its most colorful idioms in the
language of the railroader. This I say to all those who
would champion the claim of the college student to first place
in the use of fresh and vigorous metaphors. When I started
to work at the railroad shops last summer, I was completely
baffled by such slang expressions as the "jerks" and the "hag-
gers." As time went 011 and I assumed my place among the
workers, I found myself with a new vocabulary, which is known
only to railroaders. I finally learned that "jerks" are the men
in the shops that dismantle the railroad cars and that "hog-
gers" are the men that fire the locomotives.
Day by clay new expressions became known to me. I
learned tbat a "hoodlum," to a railroad man, is, not a rowdy
disturber of the peace; it is a work train. I learned that a
"donkey" is not an animal but a crane that carries heavy ma-
terials from one end of the shop to another. "Wreckers" are
the car-men .having acquired their name from other workers
who believe that the car-men do more wrecking of cars than
repairing of them. "Grease monkeys" are the men that oil
and grease the cars before they are ready to leave the shops.
The railroaders have borrowed the slang word of "big brass"
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from the army and navy, applying it to the foreman or the
superintendents of the shops.
Each morning before work, the group of "wire benders"
meets at the "iron bar:" The men who are so named are the
electricians. The "iron bar" is a long steel bench at which the
electricians do various kinds of small work such as. repairing
the regulators. In front of this steel work bench are several
high, wooden stools, and 011 the wall behind the the bench
hang several pictur.es of the kind preferred by men. It is
not hard to see [rorn what characteristics the "iron bar" re-
ceived its name. In its environs the· mood is relaxing; every-
thing from politics to John Doe's baby girl is discussed there.
My own work as stock-boy at the shops was to keep
plenty of materials in stock and to keep the tools where the
workers could find them. To get the materials I would either
call for the "cootie" or wheel the "iron tank" to the supply room.
Unless the materials were exceedingly heavy, I would take
the "iron tank," which is the slang word that I originated,
in keeping with the spirit of the place, to refer to the three-
wheeled, steel pushcart that weighed a ton even before it
was filled. But if the materials were too heavy, I would call
for the "cootie," which was an old model-T truck that had no
fenders, no top and no windshield. Sometimes, if it did not
start, I even wondered whether it had a motor.
This winter, when, as a college freshman, I am weighted
down with books, I sometimes long for the "iron tank" and
the "cootie;" and in my odd moments of relaxation, I am some-
times nostalgic for the talk over the "iron bar." The slang
of the college has not completely drowned out the argot of
the railroad shops.
Pup Tent
LarryIttenbach
It was dark and desolate on the shore of Couderay Lake asEd, L~nn, an~l I crawled into our sleeping bags. In just a
few mmu tes It would be the Fourth of July, but none of us
felt like celebrating. It had taken us only twelve hours to
drive about six hundred and fifty miles. After we found our
camp-site, we unloaded our gear, Lynn cooked what he called
"dinner," and we began to set up our pup tent. It was the
beginning of our six-day camping and fishinz trip at one of
Wisconsin's best lakes. Co Co
It was not until we set up the tent that we realized what
a hard time a six-foot-square piece of canvas could give us.
vVe were cons~antly tripping over the pegs, the equip111~nt, and
each other. Fmally succeeding in erecting the contraption. we
learned that a pup tent was not made to hold three boys of our
size. ~Ve also learned that Eel's sleeping bag was made ?f a
rubberized materiel, and after much discussion it was decided
that Ed would spend the night out in front of the tent. After
the usual battle with my sleeping baz alouz with Ed and
b b' b
Lynn's can versation mixed with the distant echo of firecrackers,
I dropped off to sleep amid an array of rifles, knives, and flash-
lights that Lynn insisted would stay inside our cramped abode.
Although my watch had stopped, I decided it was only a
couple of hours later when I awoke to what seemed to be a
real nightmare's collection of weather. The wind was blowing
as hard as I have ever seen. It was also raining-not down, as
it should, but cross-wise. All the pegs were loose, and the I
whole tent was puffed out like a balloon from the steady gale.
There were numerous drips from the seams and holes in the
rotten canvas. To top it off, later we found that the temper-
ature had dropped to below forty degrees. It was all part of
the three-day storm that reached an eighty mile-per-hour vel-
ocity in that part of Wisconsin. It really must have been a
bad storm, because it seemed that every blasted mosquito north
of the Mason-Dixon line had taken shelter in our pup tent.
What mosquitoes they were! I have heard some migh~y tall
tales about these horrible little creatures, but the ones m our
tent were as willing to die for a cause as the World War II
Japanese suicide pilots. One wave would dive down and lick
off the bug dope from our faces, and as they died another
swarm would drill away unmercifully. About this time I
thoughtfully wondered how Ed was getting along outside, and
I shuddered as I saw that mountain-like form of rubberized
/
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material wadded up out there in the cold mud.
Although the mosquitoes tried hard to prevent it, I must
have dropped off to sleep again, because later I heard "Lynn,
Lynn, Lynn" about every ten or fifteen seconds. I turned
over and saw Ed huddled in the opening of the tent. After a
short while Lynn answered as he swatted another mosquito.
Ed did not say anything. He couldn't! All he did was whim-
per and stutter. After much effort Lynn and I translated the
jumbled noise Ed made to mean that his sleeping bag was full
of water and that he was freezing to death. The poor boy kept
saying, "Wh, Wha, Whadammygonnado?"
Lynn told him he ought to go to the car and get warm.
That must have been just what Ed wanted to hear because
he immediately splashed out of his sleeping bag and took off
across a half-sunken hayfield toward the car. He was clad
only in his underwear and a pair of clodhoppers, and though
I should have felt very sorry for him, I had to laugh as he
disappeared in the storm.
It was getting light, but still raining and blowing, the
next time I awoke. I could tell from the steady buzz that all
our mosquitoes were still around. I found Lynn outside the
half-fallen tent trying to fry some bacon and eggs in a skillet
of rain water over a weak little stream of smoke. It did not
take long for me to get dressed and for Lynn to get discour-
aged. We followed the path that Ed had blazed to the car,
where he was sleeping peacefully. Nobody said much, but
..... since we were all hungry, we drove into the town of Hayward
and enjoyed a good breakfast. In fact we enjoyed it so much
that we decided it was the smartest thing we had done yet. As
we searched for an excuse to stay near civilization, we decided
that we should send a telegram home. After carefully limit-
ing it to the ten-word bargain, we sent the following: "AR-
RIVED SAFELY-AND THE RAINS CAME-MOSQUI-
TOES BITING-SEND FLIT."
The telegram summarized the whole thing pretty well,
I guess, except that we spent three of the remaining nights in
the car and two in a hotel. Although we gave it a try, we
never did catch that first fish. Yes, it might seem like a sad
experience, but, after all, experience is the best teacher-at
least I hope so.
Ah! Women!
;Robert E. Lowe
Since Adam took a bite of apple at the dawn of time-andbear in mind who persuaded him-women have actually
ruled the world. I do not believe that even women will
deny it. In story and song the exploits of he-men have been
designed to please some dainty, delicate wisp of a thing on
some balcony. Empires have been gained and lost for a kiss,
or the hand of a beautiful woman, who soothed the tortured
limbs of the spent and weary knight with the current balms
as he unclasped his heavy armor. The men loved it; who
wouldn't?
By the Middle Ages customs were fairly well-established
as to woman's place. As a silent partner of the supposedly
more aggresive male. she was to guide him to his triumphs in
in the field and in the parlor. As a background on the stage
where he would strut his little part, she was to set the mood;
and at a misspoken line or a rebellious deviation from the play,
she was to slap him clown. Again man loved this velvet-glove
domination and helped her in every way he knew to build a
citadel of customs and courtesies, right and privileges, which
placed woman above his petty pursuits in the filth of com-
merce and intrigue. She was protected and cherished, polished
and petted, and decked out in jewels and silk.
This citadel of rights was practically indestructible. There
was just one termite-woman herself. At about the time when
the thirteen colonies were declaring their independence fr~m
the mother country, mothers were declaring a new loud of 111-
dependence themselves. No more of the pedestal, thank you.
Woman was learning to swing an ax, skin a deer, run a plow,
shoot a gun, or clear a field almost as well as man. It was
no wonder that foreign travelers in the New World remarked
at the approaching equality of the sexes in the provinces. It
seemed that woman was saying, "Let my citadel alone, but let
us change this and this. Let us retain the courtesies extended
in the past, but give us equal ground on the playing field too"
Of course poor man became quite confused, aind today he
scratches his balding' pate and wonders if he should give his
seat to a lady. Should he doH his cap, open doors for her, and
play the pretty game of manners he learned at his mother's
knee? Mother never told him about this! Actually he was
on safer ground when he just accepted these changes without
: question than when he finally rebelled and began to examine
the ladies to determine his actions, because examination did
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not help. Where once was a gown distinctive, there is now a
pair of pants; where once the voice was modulated by stern
exercise of control, now he hears, "Who d'ya think you're
pushing, Samson?" She smokes, swears, makes and spends her
own money in man's traditional market, and at a bargain coun-
ter acts like an all-American tackle. She has taken his job,
his confidence, and his very pants away from him. The poor
man has found the competition so rough that in order to be
successful in one field of endeavor he has had to look like a
woman by decking himself out in costly robes, by growing
lustrous locks of hair, and by perfuming the very air around
him. Poor guy.
r
Aunt Kathleen
Howard Brady
My recollections of childhood lie in that happy time when thehappiness of home and family was my whole life. The best
of these times were wrapped around the family reunion.
There were good things to eat and games for all the family, but
these were only in passing. The part fondest in my memory is
the picture my mind keeps of Aunt Kathleen. In the parks where.
these reunions were held there was always one bench, cen-
trally located, set aside for her. While the rest of the clan
laughed and played, I always kept watch over Aunt Kathleen.
Unmoved and unmoving, she surveyed the activities with all
the haughtiness of a queen. Not really an aunt, she was sister
to the great-grandfather of all the family. In all affairs she
was the grand dame, the arbiter of all problems for both child
and adult. From her I took the happiness that goes hand
in hand with the wisdom of youth.
Her clothes were in the most severe of early Victorian
styles. About her was a mustiness steeped in the past. Her
appearance was that of a generation twice removed from the
life of today. Her high lace collars and long skirts reflected
the sense of propriety that governed her life. Her carriage and
short mincing steps were part of an era when respect for woman
was natural rather than a courtesy. As Victoria assumed
leadership of a nation, Aunt Kathleen chose in both dress and
advice to cling to a stable and more serene past.
Noone knew her age or cared to; her knowledge was proof
enough of her years. Aunt Kathleen had never married. She
believed that she had never found a suitable mate, I can see
the possibility of this, because if as a young woman she had
been as serene and wise as she was later, no man would have
dared impose on the almost divine radiance that surrounded her.
About her was an agelessness that is not easily frightened by
death. When I reach for solace, I often find it in the memory
of her advice to me. Her memory is everlasting because her
wisdom lasted beyond the span of her life on earth.
/
Puppies for Sale
Beverly Siegel
Puppies for Sale" is a sign that always catches my eye, forI am one of the dog-lovers of whom people who do not
like dogs disdainfully speak. Ever since I was a toddler
I have had a dog - a chow that I clung to when I was learn-
ing to walk; a fox terrier that stood watch while I romped
about in my play-pen; a bulldog that met me after school;
a cocker that slept at the foot of my bed and warmed my toes
during the winter; and lastly a little dachshund that my family
tried in vain to keep alive. All of these pets are only memories
to me now, but I shall never forget any of them. In every
case, however, the silly little things the dogs did are linked
in 1ny memory with the tragic ends they met.
My sister and I were both very small when we got Salt
and Pepper. An uncle gave them to us for our birthdays,
and immediately we fell in love with these two fox terriers.
Salty was white with a tan eye and a tan tail. She was mine.
Pepper was also white but with black markings. For three
years we were elevated to the dogs. We playfully pulled them
around by their long curly tails. In the summer when they
panted fr0111the heat, we teasingly caught hold of their tongues.
We cuddled them almost constantly, and we were wonderfully
happy.
One summer evening Salty began to act strangely. She
was listless and sulky. Her nose was warm and very dry. We
took her to the veterinarian, who said that distemper had struck.
For several weeks during her illness Salty was treated like a
princess. She was denied nothing that might help her get well.
Mother stayed up at night and rocked her in her arms. We
did not leave her alone for a single moment. Still as the long
weeks passed, she did not improve.
As the critical stage of distemper manifested itself, Salty
became blind and eventually senseless. It was heart-rending
to have to watch as she unconsciously ran into doors and
cupboards, dashing madly about from place to place in an effort
to find shelter and comfort for even a short minute. None of
us could stand to see the dog in such a pitiful condition any
longer. 'I'Ve took her back to the pet hospital and had her
put to sleep. For weeks I felt empty inside.
Not lonz after that we got Punch. He was a toy Boston
terrier who got his name, as yau may have guess~d, from, his
punched-in nose. Punch was a perfect dog. HIS mark111%S
were exactly as they should be for show, but we wanted h1111
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only for a pet. Like Salty, he was terribly spoiled. Mother
tried without success to keep him off the furniture, particularly
the beds. Every night when he thought we were all asleep,
Punch tucked his toenails under his paws and sneaked along
the wall to our bedroom, Sometimes he got caught, and Mother
would softly call out, "Punch!" The soft footsteps would stop
momentarily. but soon the dog could faintly be heard creep-
ing the hall, and presently one noisy spring would land
him on the bed Once there, he crawled under the blankets
to the foot of the bed and contentedly remained there until
morning.
Punch had a genuirle dislike for traveling, and it seemed
as though he hated Chicago more than any other place. By
some uncanny instinct he knew when we were going to Chicago
and hid for hours before we were to leave. vVe even had to
stop mentioning the name of that city in his presence, because
if we did, he would immediately disappear under sorn e con-
venient chair or sofa.
Punch wandered away one day, but none of us worried
about him at first. He was in the habit of going off for a day,
but he always returned at night. This time he did not come
hack. For weeks we searched for him by tracking clown the
hits of information received fr0111friends, by advertising in the
newspaper, and by telephoning many people. When all hope
was gone. we decided that Punch hac! been stolen. He loved
us too much simply to run away.
Buttons was our next dog. 1Ty sister and I went to a
place where cocker puppies were sold, and he caught our eyes
and tugged at our' hearts instantly. vVe went to get him the
next day.
As she had done with our other dogs, Mother complained
about the work Buttons caused her. She had to feed him.
She took care of him when he did not feel well. She picked
up the big clumps of hair that he was always shedding. But
it was also she who tearfully carried him home when a car
hit and killed him instantly.
Our last dog was a dachshund. vVe got Melvin when he
was only six weeks old. Day by day the little ball of fur and
teeth became more a part of the family. But, unknown to
us, day by day he was developing pneumonia. By the time his.
illness was noticeable, the tiny pup was very weak. Every
day for the remaining ten days of his young life he received
penicillin shots. His pills were numerous enough to fill four
bottles. He never left our arms the whole time he was sick.
Just when we had really begun to love Melvin, he died. He
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was too tiny to overcome the weakness that the pneumonia
had left wi th him.
As I relate these incidents, a picture of each little dog
appears before my eyes, and I recall the love and kindness
with which each dog was treated. I have never been able
to understand the inhumanity with which people treat their
so-called pets. To me, pets are almost as necessary in a home
as furniture. My family has no dog now, but we are going
to get another one as soon as the weather gets warm again.
